The mofi lamentable Tragedy 
Mer. If lovcbeblind, love cannot hit the marke : 

No,v will he fit under a Medlar tree. 

And wi (li his miftrelfe were that kmde of fruit. 

As maides call Medlars when they laugh alone, 

O Romeo that ihe were , O that (he were 
An open and catera, and thou a Poperin peare, 

Romeo good night, I'Je tomy Truccle-bed, 

This field-bed is too cold for me to deep s 

Come, (hall we goe? , . .. . - 

Ben. Got then , for ’cis in vame to feekehun here, 

Thatmeanesnot tobe found- **£*' 

Rom . Hejefls at fcarres that never felt a wound. 

But fofc, what light through yonder window breaks ? 

It is the Eaft, and Juliet is the Sunne : 

Arifefairefunne, and kill the envious moone. 

Who is already ficke and pale withgriefe. 

That thou her maide artfarre moreteire than (he : 

Be not her maide fince (he is envious, 

Her veftall livery is but ficke and greene, 

And none but fooles doe weare it, caft it oft : 

It is my Lady,0 it is my love, O that lhe knew fh* were s 
She (peakes, yet (he (ayes nothing ; what of chat ? 

Her eye difeourfes, I will anfwere it : 

I amtoo bold, ’tis not to me (he fpeakes s 
Two ofthe faireft ftarres in all the heaven. 

Having fome bufineffe, doe entreat her eyes 
To twinckle in their fpheares till they returne : 

What ifher eyes were there, they in her head. 

The brightnefle of her cheeke would {hame thole flats# 
As day-light doth a lampe ; her eye in he«yen. 

Would through the ayrie region ftreame io bright. 

That birds would fing, and thinkeit were not night* 

See how Che leanes her cheeke upon her hand? 

O that I were a glove upon that hand# 

That I might touch that cheeke-. 

Jul.hy me. 

Romo She ipeakes. 
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*/ Romeo and Juliet* 

Oh fpeakeagaine bright AngellJ, for thou art 
As glorious to this night being ore my head. 

As is a winged meflenger of heaven 
Unto the white up-turned wondring eyes 
Of mortals that fall badke to gaze on him, 
Whenhebeflrides the lazie puffing clouds. 

And failes upon the bofome of the Aire. 

• O Romco,Romeo,w herefore art thou Rejneo ? 
Deny thy father, and refule thy name : 

Or if thou wilt not,be but livorne my love. 

And Tie jro longer be a Capulet . 

R&n- Shall I heare more ? or fhall I fpeake at this ? 
7#/.Tisbut thy name that is my enemy : 

Thou art thy felfe, though not a Mount ague. 

W hat's Mount ague f it is nor hand, nor foot. 

Nor arme,nor face. O be lome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

W hat's in a name ? That which we call a Role, 

By any other word would linell as fiveet : 

So Romeo would were he not Romeo call'd, 

Retaine that deare perfection which he owes, 

W ithout that title : Romeo d'off thy name# 

And for thy name, which is no part of thee. 

Take all my felfe. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word: 

Call me but Love, and ’He be new baptiz'd, 
Hence-forth I never will be Romeo. 

J ul - What man art thou, that thusbefereen'd in night 
Soflumbleflon my counfell? 

£*.By a named know not how to tell thee who I am: 
My name.deare Saint ishatefull to my felfe, 

Bccaufeit is an enemy to thee: 

Had I it written, I would teare the word. 

>/.My cares have yet not drunke a hundred words 
Ot thy tongues uttermg , yet I know the found : 

Art thou not Romeo ,and a Mountague ? 

“Rom. Neither faire maide, if either thee diflike. 


